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hurried  past  and  stopped  at Fourth  Avenue*  watched  him
approach.
It was Scth Bullock. Beacwcod's famous sheriff since the town's
earliest daysa an officer who scorned the use of a gun and was
known to everyone in the Black Hills as the man who always
brought in his prisoner alive. No doubt his pleased expression on
recognizing me was impersonal; any familiar face in the crowd on
Fourteenth Street would have looked good to him. But when he
asked me to have dinner with him across the street my own
pleasure was personal and genuine; in Deadwood every youngster
had admired Seth Bulkck tremendously, as they would in New
York had they known him; and, furthermore, there was that
matter of my last sixty-five cents.
Over a feast of pigs5 knuckles, sauerkraut and imported beer I
told him I was signing up tomorrow with the Astor Battery. "But
you don't have to go halfway around the world to get action." he
objected. "If that's what you're looking for, you can find it with
us in Cuba, Down in San Antonio we're rounding up the best
cavalry outfit in the country; picked men and all of them fighters,
or at least able to look out for themselves while we're making
fighters outof'em."
Theodore Roosevelt, one of his best friends, was at the head of
it. He was going back to Washington in a day or so and would
speak to Roosevelt about me. And he would give rne a note now
to Colonel Wood, in San Antonio. If I moved fast I could catch
them before they left for Tampa.